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Then to fufp I tion , 

Oth. I will not. 

lag. Should you cloefo my Lord, 

My fpeech fhoiildfall into tuch vile fucceffc, 

As ray thoughts aims not at : Cafsio's my worthy friend; 
My Lord, l fee you are moou’d, 

Oth. No, not much moou’d, 

1. doe not chinks but C D : [demon 1 s honeft. 

Jag. Long liue file fo, and long liue you to thinke fo *. 
Oth. And yet bow nature erring from it felfe. 
fag. Lchere’s the point : as to-be bold with you* 

Not to affed many propofed matches. 

Of her oAme clime, complex ion, and degree, 

Whereto we fee in all thing%nature tends j 
Fie we may fmell in fuch a wilt moft ranke, 

Foule difproportion.thoughcs vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in pofition, 

Diftindly fpeakeofhcr.tho 1 may feare 
Her will rccoyling to her better Judgement, 

May fall to march you with her countrcy formes. 

And happily repent.. 

Oth. Farewell, if more 
Thoudoeft perceiue,let me know more, let on 
Thy wifetoobferue : leaueme Uga. 

U*. My Lord 1 take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did I marry ? This honeft creature dpubtlefte 
Sees, and knowes more, much more then he vnfolds. 

lag My Lord, l would I might in treaty our honour, 

To lean t his thing no funhc.r*Ieaue it to time, 

And though tis fit that Cafsio haue his place, 

( For fure he fill* it vp with great ability,) 

Yec if you ple&fe to hold him off a while, 

You Awll by thar,perceiue him and his mcanes ; 

Note ifyour Lady ftraine herentertaineroent, 

With any ftrongor vehement importunity. 

Much will be feene in chat.inthe roeane time. 

Let me be thought too bufie in my feare?, 

(As worthy caufe I haue, to feare lam •) 


And 


the Moore of Venice, 

And hold her free, I doe befeech your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernemenr. 

jag . I once more take my leaue. Exit . 

■Oth. This fellowe’s of exceeding hooefty, 

An 1 knowes all quantities, with a learned fpiric 
Of humans dealings: Ifl doeprooue her haggard, 

Tho that her Itffcs were my deare heart firings, 

I'de whiffle her off, and let her dewne the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily, for I am blacke. 

And haue not thofe foft parts of conuerfacion. 

That Chimb crers haue,or for I am declind 
Into the vale of ycare$,yet that’s not much, 

Shee’s gone, l am abus’d,aRd my rdeife 
Muftbe to loath her t O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites : I had rather be aToade, 

And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing T loue, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’J are they leffe then the bale, 

Tis defteny,vnfliunnable,like death : 

Eueu then this lorked plague is fated to vs, 

When wc doe quicken J be fit mam comes. 

If fhe be faife,0 then heauen mocks it felfe, 
lie not belceue ir. 

Enter Defdemona <mi Emillia. 

Def. How now my deare Othello } 

Your dinner, and the generous » lander 
By you inuiced,doe attend your prefence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

*Def Vi hy is your fp:ech fo faint ? are you not well ? 

Oth. I haue a paine vpon my forehead, heare. 

Def Why that’s with watching, t*4- ill away againe j 
Let me but bind it haid,« ithin this houre 
It will be well. 

Oih. Your napkin is too little; 

Let ir alone ,come Me go in withy v.u. 

Def. I am very forty that you are oot well. 
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